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MY HEROINE,

BY EDWARD SPENCER.

CHAPTER 1L
{ shall not dwell upon this period of Lizzie’s
- nor seek to develop her unfortunate
Those of us who have seen a
an lLike her in love, can understand it; it
would be vaiu to attempt to exglain, or any
how to vindicate, her condition to others. She
17 come out of it, purged and purified, and
t is enough for us to know.
Happily for her, the rapport of her soul with
was &t firat sufficieatly close and confi-
He wrote coften, and fondly, and he
smong her friends. He studied law with
her own legal agent, ke boarded with some of
sogqnaintaners, and he visited where she
kuown. Itwonld have been easy for her
1 Lave gone to the city, and to have been near
him ; bat, much as she louged to do so, there
.u2an invincible sommething that held her back,
{le must not think she was afraid to trust
bim, or wished to watch him. And now that
che way his _ffa.urér. it wounld be impm[ﬂf for
cc any longer to play the part of elder sister.
Ni: she would wait patiently ; and so she did,
Lugging his letters to her bosom, and dmmmg
of him each night.
Poor Lizzie! the end was not far off. Only
ould have met it as she did.

ledness,
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lential.

[he vear was near its close. He was study-
wost assiduously, he wrote, and wonild

i, pass his examinations. Was that the
won she had not heard from bim during this
Yet, at college he had never
Jed to write regularly, no matter how busy
st be. It was strauge, and her mental
wion disposed her to attach a wondrous
siguificance 10 everything like & sign or por-
Was there ot something gradually

wiug between them—some subtle veil, that,

@ us it was, seemed to mark & concealment,
She thoaght she could
deteet 1t 1o his more receént letters ; and what
pain, what agony, the fancy gave her! In this
spirit she had written him a letter—the third one
manswered—full of a gentle yet touching
wne ol reproof—and with the letter unfolded in
her desk, had gone to bed, and eried herself to
deep. Now, at breakfast, she had sat, alto-
gether unheeding the lecturings of Mrs. Pryno,
+ waiting the return of Tom, who was gone

1o the post office. He has come, but no letters,
Iv one from Mr. — , her lawyer. Bhe is
nk down in despair; but perhaps
may have some news for her, from

ast tortnight 7

orerun a reserve 7

'!‘I.-'i_’ to si
Us

Tow : run down to the stage office,
wd engage a seat for me to the city, in the
two o'clock hine. Quick! and come back soon.
rs. Prynn, bave my clothes been ironed 7"
“Yes, Lizgie: but what is the matter ?"
“ Usenr 15 verv ill, and bas nobody to nurse
Think of it! ill with the snall pox, and
1o one will 0 near him but the doctor and an
old neero !
She burst into wild tears for a moment, but
dried them long before Mrs. Prynn did hers.
It was surprising what a stern look our Lizzie

thot das, anechs meda har W
enoug ¥,

departure.  Old Tom, lazy

dunced most assiduons attendance upon her, and
Mrs. Prynn did not dare to pity her, in words,
much as she desired to do =o. Onl): once, ll_la
timidly asked permission to go with Lizzie,
plendiug the fact that she had had the disease,
snd knew s preat deal about narsing; but
L.zzie eurtly told her there was no need, and
she fnust remain at home to take eare of the
honsn,

A1 two o'elock, off, and at breakfast time the
next morning Lizzie alighted in the city, at
the door of Oszcar’s bosrding-house. ’

A mau of forty years, gray and serious,
apened the door, and looked inquiringly to-

ards her,

.

arl” he 1}!\--!\1*-], !llaii 1'('.'11“ say nix
16T
“ You must not see him—you will coutraet
the disense.”
She pushed past him without a word, and
ed the house. He went after her, led her
1o the parlor, placed her in a seat, and raised
blinds. * Why do you waut to see Oscar.
ur name Linda 2"
| came to narse him.” ’
{1 pood time,” said the man, with some
i, “since every one has left the honse,
o Aunt Chloe and your humble servaut, v_rho
win bz physician, Dr. Larsh, at your service.
- i
Where is he? 1 must

| am—his sister.

Oiae moment,  His sister ? Your name is
t landa, then

No, it is Lizzie,” said she, impatiently.

vou show me to his rocin vt
Cou shall see him. You are oot afraid of
ease, then 17
He iz my brother,” 5

“Wait here, and compose yourself. You
are n brave little woman, Miss Lizzie—but you
wust prepare to be terribly shocked.”

“ 1 am ready, I tell you.” ’ : ;

“Come with we, then,” seid he, offering his

Poor Lizzie! In a darkened room, fanned
ud sothered by nwrinkled old negro woman, lay
what little remained of the Oscar she loved—
browa, swollen, blind, and raving in the mad-
lirinm. Yet she did not shrink. The
Doctor eved her closely, and saw that she grew

lintle pale—nothing more.

“ He will not die? ™ she whispered.
comes to-night,” was the re-

flest de

*1he crisis

fie Inid off ker bonpet and shawl, Pumed her
tund once weross her hair to smooth it, and ap-
d the hed. As she did so, Aunt Chloe
n her chair, surrendering it without
question.  Lizzie bent over and kissed the lips
of the sick wan. Had she not heard hia voice,
there was nothing to remind her that this was
tUscar, Yes—his watch ticked over the mantel
irom & case she had made for him.

“Liczie!"” shrieked he, beating his sore and
swollen hands about feebly, “ Lizzie!” X
“1 am here, Oscar,” said she, kissing him

po
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“Not Lizzie," shrieked he, yet more loudly,
“uot Lizzie, but Linda. Kiss :{sﬂe,bind- You
are in Abraham’s bosom—kiss me, I need to
ke cooled.

She kissed him again. “Oh, Linda. Lizzie
is good, very good, like the angels ; but —— I
love you ! ™

“Strange that his words should affect you
more than the sight of him,” said Dr. Larsh,
tgjn; pear her. * You must no:e:llnl’- I for-

i that. And I am going to you awa
from here. I !.honghts;::swm his sister ?
H?- words were halt sad, half i:llem )

izzie, pale as death, thunder-smitten, was
7ot anble ‘]:,n raise her head under the Doctor’s
taunts, She looked at him for a moment quiet-
I5, and then said :

*“ Why torture me with more than there is
need? Is mot fhis enough?” pointing to the
bed, % Now st least I am doubly his mister.”

* Pardon me,” eried the Doctor, seizing her
band, “ You are doubly s heroine, and you shall
uurse him with me. Icau save his face, too, I
think, Miss Lizzie” —

“ Save his /ife,” said she, with emphasis.

" Ah,” said he, with a little humor, “that
Em_t be your sole eoucem,lbnt I do not think
¢ would forgive me for letting escape an
chance to sa:Elhis beauty also—that is 4

&dded he, as the sick man again upon
blgiia.

orning went by, noon, afternoon, evening—
4ight came, aud sull Lizsie apd Dr, Larsh aod

——— ———

— —

last, the Doctor, who had been peering with
keen eyes into the face of Oycar, as he tossed,
aind 's hand, and plaged it gently upon

does it
“Moist? Yes! Tell e—is he '
“Yes—saved. Kee Fand there still—
can pray after a while,"” added he—*it does
% see, though heuloes take you for
y who is unworthy to unlatch your
shoes.” s
Murmuring, tossing less and less by degrees,
ick man soon quiet, and sank
away into a deep sleep, withSut any remnant
of fever. An hour more, and the Doctor wok

Lizzie by the arm— ;
o " gaid he, “it's all right now, and
u must take some rest. Go with her, Aunt

can sleep upon lounge in the

can lieponp:he or beside her.
you, and take some rest. 1 will
watch here,””” And, with gentle force, be dis.
issed Lizzie from the bed-room.”

When our heroine woke, it was bright day,
Chloe had gone. n Lizzie heard
n, however, and, when she tound her
mised her right speedily,
she could eat much when it came, for
lost her appetite, and was, oh, so faint,

, and desolate! She was still sitting
t "lﬂehhh, ing with a enp of tea and
iece of toast, when the front door-bell rong,
she heard Aunt Chloe walk along the pas-
way and open it noiselesaly. Soon she
in and whispered Lizziel
“ Honey, dars a lady out dar come to see Mr.
Malmstedt, and how he is—werry anxious to
know, I reckon. She'm a pretty chile; apos'n
I ax her in to you, sud git yeu to tell her all
about him ? "
“Ygs, show her in, Aunt Cyloe.”
A young lady entered the parior, und, lifting
her veil, revealed to Lizzie the face of a most
lovely girl, of about eighteen yeers. It needed
not a second glance to make Lizzie sigh,

“I wish to see Mr. Mnlmsuolli" she began, in
8 low, tremulous voice; “1 have only just
learned how 1ll he is, and I mjs{ see him.”
“Do you know what is fhi matter with
him—how much it would peri] that pretty face
for you to enter his room 7" a3ked Lizzie, very

8he
, and
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ly.
_* l’mul see him ; I am not afraid.”
“You cannot see him, chilq; he has just
fallen asleep, and must not be disturbed.”
“ He sleeps! " cried she, joyfully; “then he
is better—oh | say he is beiter.”
“ Yes, he is better—will get well if not dis
turbed.” .,
“1 will make no noise; I" will move like
thistle down. Oh! pray let me onty see him : do
not be cruel.” LS
“Cruel? Who are you that wish w0 see
him? What right have you to peril your beauty
for the llke:fbeing shocke such a dis-
tressing sight ? Do you expect mﬁ»- his smooth
cheeks, his lovely hair, his sweet blue eyes?
Who are you?" =i
“1 do not want him to know—I come
“ Your name is Linda ? "

“Has he expected me?” }d she, with

tremulous erness, »
i Expeeﬁyou? Why should he? What
claim has he upon you 7"

“I may retort that question upon you,
madam,” said the girl, with some dignity;
“who are you? Are you his nurse? 1 have
heard that he was neglected—deserted.”
“Yon seem to know Oscar. Did you ever
hear him speak of me—of Lizzie - i
“His sister! Oh, surely you will let me see
him!”
“Sister? Yes, se he used to call me, but
slso—hiy betrthed.” :
mechanically, and the girl looked at Lizzie wioa
a piteouns bewilderment. But Lizzie had no
pity then; she was wounded too deeply.
“Yes, his betrothed. He is my brother sim-
ply b¥ courtesy?” Did he never tell you
that?"

=¥

I feared that would be the end, but you will
ong lose one eye. Console yourself.”

ne eye—one-half of the best gift God had
gimbehr;.-udaﬂmemmm She gently

“I can bear it,” said she, with a little shud-
der; “and my face, it is badly marked ?"

“'Yon are brave enough not to need beauty,
Lizzie—yes, it will be badly marked.
old woman was tired out bylong ing, and
fell asleep—when I came in the morning, it was
too late to be remedied. You had torn off the
bnndaﬁau in your delirium. I ought not to
have left you, but I had to see a patient who

was very ill."”

_Again she pressed his hand. “You did
rightly, and I thank you for it, and I can bear
it.” She laid silent for a little while.

** Shall I bid Osear to come up ? "

* Stay a moment—wait until I see the old
woman—and you must remain while he is
here,” whi she.

Aunt Chloe eame bustling into the room with
her best make of beefteas. * Come here, Aunt
Chloe,” said Lizzie, holding out her hand.
“ The Doctor has been telling me what a faith-
ful nursu you have been, and that it is none of

nrt‘auh!amtobendicud;nd. and I

now, Aunt Chloe, that it could not have been,
if God had not willed it s0.”

Dr. Larsh agreed with the old woman's
“You'm an angel, you is.”

* Ask him up, now, Doctor, please? "

He came; he flung himself upon his knees at
the bedside, completely unmanned, and weep-
ing aloud :

*“Oh Lizzie, this for me—all this for me!
Wretch that T am, why did I uot die first? "

“ Because there is a work for you to do, Oscar,
my brother,” said she, pleasantly, and placing
her hand upon his head. “ All this for you—
brother, and much more would not be enoagl‘:'ﬁ
do notsee you—will you let me tonch you ? " add
ed she, gently. “ Alas, all the lovely curls are
gone, but the fice is soft, and the eyes are blue
as ever—are they not, Doctor 7"

“ Sub pondere crescit,” murmured Dr. Larsh,
thinking of quite another matter than the sub-
ject of her question, “ and go you down stairs,
Malmstedt, for you are getting pale.” After he
was gone, the Doetor took the spoon from Aunt
Chloe’s hand, and began to feed his patient,
who did not show much appetite, and sighed
once or twice, very heavily.

“ Confound it af‘i, I say,” growled the Doctor.
“ What isthe matter? Have you burned your
fingers with the soup 2"

He laufh&d a harsh and strident langh.

* I wish,"” said he, “ I wish you would let me
kiss you, / am not afraid to soil my lips upon
yours ; " and the Doctor muttered the rest of the
sentence, unintelligibly, through his clenched
teeth, Lizzie sighed again, for she had kissed
Oscar—and yet she had not had the disease.
Was she wmore loathsome to look at than he
had beeu ?

* Perhaps he did not wish to 3

“The devil!™ growled Larsh— “don’t be
foolish—you can't make out a case for him,
and you will only drive me inte positively un-
gentlemanly conduct in your presence, if you
proceed. I think, moreover,” added he, “ that
you stood in your own light very much when
you sent that school girl home with & flea in
her ear.”

*1 did very wrong; but that can be reme-
died,” said she, gently. “Will you explain
how I stood in my own light 7

“How!" laughed he, in that harsh, bitter
way, “how | why you might have hademe, I
am no fool!”

She put out her hand towards him, she made
him place his in it, and said, oh, so earnesttly :

** My friend, my dear friend, because I have
made such & grave mistake is no reason you
should do so likewise. Never!"

He said, in a changed tamne, after he had
vou, Eizbre; hand foes minute ot God_bless
ever: “ You are right—let it pass—I under
stand | ” Then he was silent for a little while
longer. “ Anyhow, I will have my kiss, dear
Lizzie, n kiss of parting—after this we shall

* No, he never told me that,” repeated the |
girl's voice, and she dropped her veil down |
again over her face. Lizzie saw how ler hand |
trembled.
“1am glad
Malmstedt,”
tremulous tone.
hearing that he was not properly cared for, be-
cause he is an honored triend of mine.” She |
paused, turned towards the door, and then, with |
s quick step, came close up to Lizzie. “Spare
me,” she murmured. * You will be happy with |
him ; & me ;" and, ere Lizzie could say u |
word, she was gone. As the front door closed |
heavily, Lizzie, who stood fixyd in the centrs
of the floor, as she had been left, heard a step
behind ner, and turning, saw fthe Doctor. He
placed himself face m%nce with her, and said,
with a harsh, ringing sveer: “1 have taken the
liberty of playing eaves-dropper, madam ; and
this acenervou have just taken part in mustlhe
acce su , &8 a fair gpecimen of that
l{u:,nboulﬂ:l? universal t&earit_\', which I
f::e so often heard the enthusiastic young fvol
up-stairs claim for you.” {

Lizzie looked at him fiercely. “ Man,” said
she, “ you de not know of what you are speak-
ing. our anatomy reaches ‘'no deeper than
the body. I am thirty years old, sir, Will your
medicines be able to supply me with a new
heart ?" :

His look changed into one of tender sympa-
thy. “I slso know a little of shipwreck, Liz.
zie—but I was more reasonable than you—I
visited my scorn upon the one who deserved it.
Let him go his ways, he is unworthy of you—
but do not tear that child’s heart—she sails in
the same craft with you—be not croel.”

wris false! She lies! "He is true. Dol
not know him? Have I not held his head here,
and seen his soul ? Tell me not. She lies.”

“ My dear Lizzie, I know Oscar too well to

on are here to take care of Mr. ||
ded the visiter, in a low, furoff, |
“1 came to gee how he was, |

: bat would a modest woman have come
mo::ﬁndl has, anless she loved him 7™

“ Who would not love him, Dr. Larsh?
Hush—I will not hear you—vou shall not rob
me of my life;"” and, turning away, she went
rapidly up the stairs, into Oscar's room,

On the second day, when he awoke and turn-
ed, calling feebly for water, she was by, and

ve it to him, laying her sof hand upon hia

ad.

“l{‘ﬁho ia it 7" asked he, trfing to catch her
hand. q

“ Tt is I, Oscar—your sister—your Lizzie.”

He grosned, “ my God, my fiod!” and turned
his face to the wall, refusing sEeak with her.

That night, Aunt Chloe pht Lizzie to bed,
ghivering, and, when the ﬂprlor came next
morning, he only said : :

“Asle Another sase. You must
keep up, Chlos, for it will go hard with her, and
we can't afford to lose her yet.”

# No, honey, she's one of de Lord's vessels.”

over Lizzie's
nk; and when
#s entirely dark.
She tried to raise her band&fed arms to her
but could not. As she stirred, however,
a across lh_ﬁ‘l::ir, and At:mt
Chloe over crooning. ting her,

g s s, sy
there was another step, and she recog-

nised Dr. Larsh’s but pleasant tones.
% You have had a time of it, Liz-
e yon well now.”

u]g getting about handsomiely. He wishes
I'-'& to see you—shall I'teill him to come
”

M'_mmmyﬁmi—"-iahewﬂ? No
ain’-.'i!lhﬂnd;ni- Lizzie—thanks
{‘,’."” Was there not l@“"ﬂl‘,lm
She reached out " Take hold of it
moment,” said she; “ tell g™ i

:.;m-d-mm-xﬂ-

she

is it

accuse him o!'wilfui trifling with the feelings of |

be—friends 1" She felt his lips passionately
touch hers, and a hot tear fell upon her cheek.
“ Friends!” he cried agam, and the next in-
stant she heard his strident laugh outside the
door, upon the stairs.

The mighty warrior, Charlemagne, once wrote
a Latie hymn, some verses of which wonld have

| re-echoed 1 the heart of our Lizzie at this period

of darkness. For how else could she have * con-
uered a peace,” if not by praying, with the iron-
crowned poet :

* Infirmn postri corporis

Vinute irmaus peipeu.

Hostem repellas longias

Pacemgues dones protinus

Ductore sic te praevio,

Vitemu= omne noxivm ™
So she prayed, and so it happened. She was
enabled to endure the infirmities of the body;
the cnemy did flee, peace came to her soul
like a dove from on high, and she was able to
know and to follow the path meet for her pur-
suit.

Not without a struggle, of course ; but now
the struggle is over, she has conquered, and
feels that “ all is well.” Some weeks have gone
by, and she is now the occupant of a pleasant
room in the house of Mr. , her man of
business, and her friend. 8till weak, but im-
proving rapidly ; already she has taken one or
two rides in a close carriage, though her eyes
are still extremely painful, She a8 green
shade over them, and keeps a handkerchief
wrapped close about her seamed and pn.r'ﬂlp
face. After a while, the Doctor tells her, this
unnatural color will 7o away, dmuﬁ(l: the seams
will not, and her complexion will be very pale ;
even for so much she is very thankful. Oscar
does not come very often, and his visits are
brief and hurried, But she sees that he is agi-
tated, griefstricken, full of remorse; that he
dreads her, and shrinks from her ce, &8
if he were a murderer at his vietim's corge.
and she pities him, rather than condemns. But
Doctor llja.ml.l visits her every day, and is her
chief friend. 8he knows his worth, and it is
wonderfal to see how she smoothes his asperi-
ties, and tones him into softness, without at all
permitting him to hope that he can ever become
more—without suffering him to make himself
miserable with s delusion so fond. She has
tamed him, without using fetters.

To-day she feels better than usual, and has
dispensed with the pillows in her arm-chair.
Mr. ‘s daughter bas been reading to her
from a very pleasant book, and she rests her
head agninst the back of the chair, closes her
eyes, and gives way to thought. The child
steals noiseless oot, and hushes the house with
the information that * Aunt Lizzie” is taking
a pap, and must not he disturbed. Soon, how-
ever, there comes a hurried, unsteady step aleng
the pasiage—a quick, nervous rap at her door—
and she says, gently: : >

“ Come in, Oscar"—yet the step is not like
his old one, when he lived with her at the farm-
housé. He enters, and flings himself into a
chair. She sees that he is very pale, that his
hand shakes, that his eye is distraught, his lip
quivering :

“ You are not well, Oscar—you do not take
care of yourself—you will be ill again, my
brother, and there will be no Lizzie to nurse
yon."

“If I were dead, there would be no Lizzie to
curse me,” said he, bitterly. “ Why a;ﬁm eall
me brother, Lizzie? I want you fo call me by
a dearer name. Lizzie, you must be my
soon—I need you—your kind aid and presence
alone can save me ﬁ’ﬁm myself. When will you
let me call you wife?” 7

i

“Go down and bri
Chloe, Not eutirely,

]

WASHINGTON, D. C.

- | soul—and the country air will do you

to be mistaken in the quality,
of that love? Are we not

we not rather remain as we are, déar

and sister, than tempt fortune a§ hpsband and
'ifeﬁ Think."” 4 he,

“No, no, Lizzie,"” cried F-HM g1
willnotthink—lvmmtmdq—ny"
Lizzie, my wife, and then I am saved, forever.’

““ Ah, Oscar, when I came from country,
and entered your room, where you were tossing
with the brain-burning fever, I put my lips to
yours, and kissed you, and you murmured 2
name—eh, so softly, so fondly, 60 ¥y
Oscar—a name that began with but was
not Lizzie. 1 have never heard you use my
name so fondly, so tenderly, so passionately,
Oscar.”

Her gentleness was like an arrow to his soul.

“ Let me have {mr hand, Lizzie—put it in

he character,
t

mine—~there. Now I know that you will not curse
me. Oh, Lizzie, darling, I am i unworthy
to elaim zon. My illneas was timely, dearest—
a little while longer, and I should have had to

cut my throat for very shame at my ingratitude.
I have had a dream—a wild, mad, thrice-ac-
cursed nightmare of & dream—dean Lizzie; but
it is over now. nlﬁl‘?mm shall never
dream n can pillow my head here,
and dream o? and for youp;]l]y lﬂ've{” !

Poor Lizzie—who shall wonder that for a
moment she faltered? But it was only for a
moment. * You shall dream again, Oscar—of
me if you will, and the dream will be bright
anough, that I warrant.” |

“You can forgive me! Oh, Lizzie, I do not
deserve such love.”

“I have nothing to forgive—perhaps I also
bave dreamed, Oscar, who knows ? Now I am
tired—we will talk no more of it. You must

Prynn a visit. She will be very
see you, and to have news of me—the
This day week come to me, here, at this hour,
aud you shall bave your bride, Oscar—no, not
a word more—I am tired—go now and remem-
ber—this day one week. Go.”

“ Will you not kiss me before [ go, dearest
Lizzie ? There is a blessing to me in the touch
of your lips, as t a one as Jacob found in
the hands of his father Isaac.”

She bent over and kissed him on the lips and
on the forehead, and, as he was about to rise,
she bent her head once more, and tonched her
lips almost convulsively to his. ¥ Go now!"”
said she, quickly. He did not know that those
kisses were for the last time, but she knew it,
and felt it. Was she not strong, this woman ?
Was she not great, noble? Am Iinot right in

calling her definitely, My Heroine? Yet who
of us all, dear readers, who of us all, who have
moved at all in life, but has met with some one

woman, equally great, equally strong, noble,
heroic, with Lizzgua? lfegt ul,t.hank si}od for
them, dear readers, for, in the night, we only
know that there is & heaven above us by the
pure stars that shine out to us from its besom!
Two or three days afterwards, Dr. Larsh,
who seemed to be our Lizzie's confidant, came
to her, and announced that he was ready to pay
“that " visit with her.
“ Did you see her ? " asked Lizzie.
“ Aye—she is in bed. T gave hera hint or
two, and the poor child, who was in 4 bad ““ﬂ:
way before, has had a dozen nervous chi
since then, 1 suppose. Pity you couldn’t take

pulse.
“Can I not?"” asked she, with a smile.

hold it.”

So Dr. Larsh carefully packed her away in
a coach, and rode off with her, to pay “that
visit."”

Four or five hours afterwards he brought her
back, lookinql sxtleb melf faint and weak and
weary, yet smiling bravely withal. alwayp
nerred'e that there : m;n’snngrE:;dpr_
tures of the saints, when she _ Vi verey
visit. However that may be, her saintliness
was not contagious, Mrs. —— declared that
the Doctor behaved most ontrageousl {05 that
afternoon. He scolded everybody, high and
low, insisted on seeing Lizzie put to bed right
away, cuffed a servant girl, told Mrs. she
was * nothing but an old granny,’ and aveuched
that Mr. Oscar Erik Malmstedt was nolhi:E
more nor less than a * lousy beggadr, not wo
his salt!"” These heresies and rudenesses, whik:
they shocked Mrs, , failed of their usual
efféct in making Lizzie smile, and that seemed
to aggravate him terribly. She lay in bed,
weak, faint, white—and it was lou‘g fore the
reaction came about. Then, for the first aml
last time in her life, Lizzie had a violent fit of
hysterics.

Mrs. proposed to run for the hartshorn

“Run for the devil!” growled| Dr. Larsh;
% why don’t you say run for catnip tea? 1\0—:
send me up Lze brandy bottle, and then, madan,
added he, lowering his voice,  go to your room,
and pray God that, as he has spared this night,
80 he may continue to spare to us sinfal mortals
one of His most beloved and most exalted
angels; " with which words, he incontinently
thrust her out of the room, and bolted the door
behind her.

The night slipped by, and Lizzie's nervous-
ness subsided into a low sobbing weakness, out
of which she could still smile Ler thanks to
him. Then, seating himself beside her, aad
every now and then administering stimulants, he
took her hand in his, and chafed r;tEantly while

1

he talked. That night Lizzie lea to wonder,
indeed, at this man, who, with all his rudeness
and bitterness, yet retained such a true and
hearty and tender soul, for he showed her the
depths of his heart, and let her see'what despiir
and desolation ruled there. It was a sad story,
which he pictured as Rembrandt would hsve
done—how he loved and trus and how a
friend came and stole his pear], even from his
p—stole it, and cast it out to the swine.

“ And what became of her? " gsked Lizzie.
“ She did not die s0?” ,

“ Oh, no; I found her before that, and I read
to her a chapter or two—about Christ in the
temple, you know, when they would have stoned
the devil—and 1 really belieye she got to
understand it, and see the i
beauty of it, before the end came.
I masn her coffin, and dug her grave, and
buried her with my own hands, Lizzie. 1 will
show you where she rests, some time, when you

"

are strong encug |
% You did not kill kim. Seek ce"'—
# No—there was not time. Ske did that.”
“She killed him?"

“Yes—she was too pure for him. Her purity,

that, and—

him. He got to drinking soon ’ :

- h‘hhhn H.hidm:
but his corpse was a one.!’
“ His : i

ri.erin a fit of

wife, and I know she is good

Ertlinm the stage this afternoon, and pay poor | had
! g{nd to

as it were, stuck in his throat, and strangled | ha
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more, no less. Hush—hear me out. Idid not
hﬂyonnllh._uwa&,ﬁxlﬁah;d!ob@ubleto
make reparation at the same time that I con-
feased the injury. Idid not ouly hear you name
Linda, Oscar, while the faver was on you. One
day, there came some one, a lovely young girl,

ag she is lovely—she
came to mprou—lo learn how you were—to
nurse you. Foor Oscar "—he had bounded as
if he was shot, and now was hiding his face in
ber lap. “She came to see you, but she only
saw me, and I treated her very y, without
.?lﬂ’;. pity for her, her distress, her grief, her

“ Love 1"

B cried he, grovelling at her feet, yet

to consult her eyes.

“Yes, love, Oscar. I sent her away. I told
her I was your betrothed, that to nurse you
was my place, that she had no business there,
she went awny. Be tranquil, Osear, and
hear me out—perhaps the end will not seemn so
bad to you.”

“The end ! " cried he, trembling, eager.

“ Yes—the end—put your face down again,
brother; your eyes spnrila, and I would rather
not have you look at me. Yes, the end—yon
do nmot think I would let it end so0, do you ?

. Well, when 1 was sick, I came to my right mind

about it; and the other dayDoctor Larsh found
out where this Linda was, and, in compliance
with my request, took me to see her, for I
wanted to apologize to her for my cruelty and
rudeness,”

" God bless you, Lizzie—God bless you!”
cried he, with his face still buried in her lap.

“ Stop-—you must not interrupt me now, upon
any consideration. Well, Oscar, I went into
the house, and I found the young lady, lying in
bed, not ill, but quite pale and faint, as if she
0 in great tronble. How she blushed,
and how pretty she looked, when I went towards
her! T think she was a little afraid of me at
first, as if I was a terrible somebody indeed ;
but when I bent over and kissed her, she took
me about the neck with both arms, and held
me to her, so that I could not help loving her.
Hush ! you must not dare utter & word, now’
Well, she and I talked together for some time,
until we quite understood each other, and I
came to know her for the sweetest, loveliest,
traest, best of girls I ever met. By and by we
spoke of you, and she began to cry—hush—
and so did I, Oscar, and we had & good ecry of
it together, after which we felt a great deal bet-

ten to her—a note that told me bow true you
vere, Oscar, and how heroic in your selfde-
nial—and after that, we began to plan together.
Of course, I knew exactly what was to be gone—
the only thing possible, under the circum-
stances-—but she was a little intractable at first,
like & young woman, wishing to sacrifice her
happiness for the sake of others, so tuat I had
some trouble to convince her that it was better
to make three people happy, by my method,
than to persevere in her purpose, which would
be sure to result in the entire wretchedness of
all three. At last I called in Dr. Larsh, and
with his aid brought her to view the matter in
& proper light. The note you wrote to her, she
ane to me, and I shall always keep it, Oscar—
et me read it over again—it does me good, I
think, Iiy givinf me such a feeling of pride in
you: ‘ Linda, I had a moment of madness, and
in that time I may have led you to think other-
wise of me than was true. 1f so, forgive me ;

her in hand for a while,” added he, feeling her | for my shame tortures me enough, without the

additional punishment of yowr scorn. I will
not say that time might not have ended in love

Come ; I know the cure; it is wrong to with- | for you, for I was not less weak than blind ;

but 1 am awake now, the spell is gome, and 1
have a sacred duty te discharge, which, by God's
help, shall also become a pleasure. Farewell!
and think of me no more., Oscar.’
“ Do you know, my brother, that that is & very
brave letter? Well, it is mive now—and—
stop! When she gave it to me, she took her
ggncil, n::d wrote a single linefst the bottom.
. . b TN T P ppapp—" LR lh@r-
i 71 Y Rl

“Go; she will tell you the rest.”

Alas—he needed not a second bidding. As
fire in flax, so leaped up the flames of love,
desire, joy, into his eyes. He sprang to his
feet, he bent once his new lighted eyes upon
her, gave her hand one hurried pressare, mur-
mured one * God bless you,” aud darted from
the room.

Lizzie let her head go back against the sup-
I:uning cushions, she flung a handkerchiel over |
er face, while a sort of sinking, whirling sen-
sation seized wpon her, and things began to
mingle like a rapid moving loom, whereon is a
many-hued woof. Buot suddenly the handker-
chiet was plucked away, u strident voice pro

claimed :
*“ Theseus has fled, nud Ariadne turns up her
nose at Bacchus; so there is uo help for it,
Lizzie, you're bound to be an old maid, and to
be handed down to posterity a3 Aunt Betsy.
Phew! Ah! what's this? I'll never forgive
you, if you faint. Ho there, a fan, and some
Cologue | ™
Reader, yon have seen my Heroine.
On this day, when she surrendered her love,
she began her real life—her life as & Sister of
Charity. Dr. Larsh was right ; from that time
people began to kunow her as “ Auut Betsy,”
and to think and speak of Ler as an ¥ old maid.”
It was not Dr. Larsh's fault that this so hap-
ned, for there is a well-authenticated tradition
wn the Malmstedt family, that he used to make
an offer to Miss Betsy of his hand and heart
every six months, so long as he lived. Still,
though she rejected him, and he quarrelled af
her, they remained the closest friends, and it
was Aunt Betsy's own hand which, in his last
illness, not only smoothed his pillow, but took
from under it Plato, putling in its place the
New Testament.
Miss Betsy returned to the village, and re-
mained there four or five years, until the death
of Mrs. Prynn. She did not witness Oscar’s
i but was present at the birth Oscar
Erik ﬁmstedt, jun., which irotuag gentleman
she adopted as her heir, and had the happiness
of seeing win the highest honors at Col-
lege. After Mrs. Prynn's death, she removed
ito the city, and took & house near Oscar, re-
fusing, however, to live with him, saying that
'she valued her own independence too much.
And here she was happy, (mark the word,)
until death summoned her—happy, usefal, Le-
loved. What more could she ask ?

And Oscar? If I chose to mention his right
name, there would be no need to speak further
of him. Few men are more eminent—none
more honored, and, though the frosts of age

ve his vigor, he feels that he shall
still live in his children and grandchildren.

The end is not a bad one, you see; hut re-
member, it required an Abraham to build that
altar upon Mount Moriah.

The Savannah Repulblican publishes the fol-
lowing, exposing a precioos piece of rascality
on the part of some individual, whose name it

ter. Then she showed me a note you bad writ- | ;
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From the Anglo-Afeican Magazine for Beptember
CHESS,

BY JAMES M'CUNE SMITH,

In that ud sutumn month of 1857, when
the commercial g-nic had reached its height,
and when New York city seemed the central
vortex of duutw—T not only of the United
?u&u, but of the civilized world—there were

W0 occurrences in singular contrast with the
frightfully excited state of the public mind.
To the few who had the heart to lcok out of
doors, out of doors never looked more lovely.
The air was balmy and of delightful tempera-
ture, the sky was cloudless, the sunsets beauti-
ful, and never, since the world began, threw a
more gorgeous hue over mountain and forest
of the American landscape. We confess to
some sympathy with that gloomy state of the
public mind—not that we had any golden ar
gosy in stocks or shares which weut down—
yet there was the coming winter, and, possibly,
wan cheeks and supperless beds to those dearer
than hfe. But, whatever gloom we felt was one
day suddenly dissipated by t.hmiou! “ out
of dom?: which had smiled beckoned us
many 8 day unheeded, and which, sow no lonzer
to be kept aloof, told us of the goodness us
well a3 the glery of the Almighty. We thought
then, and we think now, that had the men of
God, instead of improving that dark hour with
pictures of darker sins and darker vengeance,
and & more fearful judgment to come, had they
simply pointed to the earth yielding her abun-
dance, and to the air charged with health, and
to the sky filled with the smile of God, and
said to their alarmed people, “ Peace, be still! "
there would soon have been an end of all panic,
Cheerfulness would have resumed her sway ;
and many a T:ve would have yet remained
unfilled, and the sadder gates of our institu-
tions for the insane would now hold some thou-
sands fewer within their portals.

The other accurrence was in-doors. While
men in Wall street surged to and fro under im-
pulses they no more understood and could no
more govern than the iron waves in the howl-
ing storm ; while men in Broadway and other
sireets adjacent—the masters suddenly arrested
in their golden dreans of enormons profit, and
the workmen sa.d]{ folding up their implements
of labor; and while the poor, frantic with an
unknown dread, rushed to the savings banks,*
or g:hend in bread mobs in distant parks
in the midst of this social hurricane, there was
one house in Broadway, in which men daily
gathered, and matters went on ;

“ Calm ns & summer’s sea,”

the very centre of the vortex, yet calm as a
moonlit pool, so deeply embayed in mountaing,
that no breath of air could reach it—a land-
locked haven, in which whoever entered, however
storm-riven or care-crushed, became calm and
still, and hung up his votive offerings to the ge
nius loci ; which was neither music, nor dancing,
nor dice, nor wine, nor opinm, nor lotus, nor
hasheesh, but simply Chess! the immortal
game, painted as played on the inside of the
tomb of Nevotp, the KEgyptian, 3,000 years
B.C.;:1 but who can paint it as played at Don
adi's rooms in Broadway, in the year of grace
1857 7

We have said that “ out of doors " dissipated
our gloom at that date; but in-doors—this in-
doors was an accessory cloud-dispeller. We
“got” there after this wise : “Years ago, in the
early months of our still persistent honeymoon, I
purchased a pretty but fragile set of chessmen,
and aided by an old copy of * Walker,” and the
new frau, made some little progress in chess,
until little fingers grew up round the table, and
made a general smash of knights, pawns, and
rooks, and little cares of another kind interfered
with further proficieney. And itis good testi-
mony in favor of the game, that when knight and
pawn so went to the bad, no harsh nor unkind
word was uttered against their young destroy-
ers, the chubby ﬁn‘gefa were not rapped, nor
middle , breaking the chess-board on fhe
skull oi'.iei: conqueror; and I have seen the
wild Fylbel aim a sudden blow at & little French
man, who recklessly swept the men off the board
when Fyl was about to “ mate” an opponent.
My deseription of the game attracted some
friends to buy board and book ; and in a little
while, Fylbel, the Downings, one of the Reasons,
and an occasional jew-pedlar—who insisted on
taking the king, (the atrocious regicide!) with
the preliminury exclamation, “chess de koe
nig —formed as clumsy a set of chess-players
as could be hunted up, The nppesrance of
Staunton’s Chess-Pluyers' Hand Book was an
era in our progress, although months were
wasted in discussing the laws of the game by
that born causidicus, who now presides over
the SBea-Girt House at Newport. In course of
time, we became decent players.

So the year 1857 found us. It was some relief,
looking at the daily papers, to turu from the
failure of A, B, & Co., for £150,000, and from
the suspension of specie gaymems by the banks,
except the glorious old Chemical, to the unrul-
flad ings of the first American Chess
Congress, then in session, admission for the
week, to lookers-on, one dollar. But that dollar?
Was it prudent, with bank aceount at low water,
and slim prospect of a flow, and on the edge of
a long winter, with others depgndent, was it

rudent so to bestow—to throw away—a dol-
ar? After hearing counsel before ourself three
whole days, we held a family council with “ die
frau,” who at once decided that we must go.
And “went” we did. And the officers of the
Chess Congress, with nobler instincts of geutle-
men than the New York Academy of Medi-
cine,} did not hesitate or refuse to admit a
negro, even with the high-bloods from the South
iu their midst, and the danger of the dissolution
of the Union before their eyes,

Having seen their portraita in Frank Leslie,
we instantly singled out Paulsen and his great
antagonist, and a little skillful elbowing found
us seated beside their board. There was Louis
Paaulsen, with his vast head, sanguine tempera-
ment, but coarse fibre, indicating his rough,
almost pure-Bersekir blood ; and as we gazed
at Morphy, with his fine, open countenance,
brunette hue, marvellous delicacy of fibre,
bright, clear eyes, and elongated submaxillary
bone, a keen suspicion entered our ethnological
department that we were not the only Cartha-
ginian in the room. It might onlﬁ be one drop,
perhaps two—God only knows how they got
there—but surely, beside the Tria-munlattin who
at present writes, there was also a Hekata-mu-
lattin in that room !

It was the old combat between Corur de Lion
and the Saladin. How strange that the Orient
and the Occident n:ibonhi yt; “ﬁlﬂﬂfﬂ”“_
huge, massive, ponderous ; Morphy—slight, ele-
gant, yet swift as hﬁohxnmg

The game was about half through, so far as
the number of moves were concerned. Paulsen

hesitated, his hands, leaving out the
two long fore- m which he laid firmly on
the edge of the —counted over the five or

six ible moves of his opponent, and then—
eﬁmy knew something more would follow—

but what? You could see him think;

in-| gt length, with a peculiar flourish of his arm,

he seizes a and moves. With scarcely a

.| moment’s las:iuhon, with his eyes for an instant

bent on the board, Morphy raises his arm s if
to strike, and throws a piece right in the way of
his antagonist. Another long, long pause, the
4 “'h’, m ‘?; m
(] ps; yet
e bis hands, and for
over the board ; he
piece, but offers one
of equal value ; then something akin to electri-
e e e York o xer s o ot do
i seyings banks. geas o0z of dhom was sren fn
 Bansen, Egypt's Place in Universal History, vol. ii,
'-m I &
o ias ot ot e s
and Dr. Tones, seut his name,
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citfy flashed through and
calm white forehead “ pleated
the same impulse, Paulsen moves instantly ;
click—s move each second-—percussion-caps,
rifles, cannons, gra
swords—and then all is still. Flushed with the
struggle, Paulsen looks up to see why the other
#its calm and cold as an icicle ; Paulsen glances

three or four moves off' |

magnetism; given, a fair parity in skill be-
tween two yers, and the more powerfully
magnetic will sway and conquer the will of the
less magnefic, and force him into moves ne-
cording 2o his will. * We had tried this often,
directly,with the susceptible engraver, P, H. R,
and onge, in a reflex manner, with J. 8., of
Providence. In this latter instance, he heing
the less practiced player, but of impressible
nerves, by fixing our attention on the board st
the same moment with him, and marking out
the best move against us, he invariably made

speedily meaizot bim. ‘

How, then, did Paulsen, with his superior
magnetism, and not very inferior skill, fail to af-
fect Morphy? The moment that Morphy com
pleted & move, he threw the whole board away
from his attention—brushed away magnetism,
50 to speak—often went off to the other end of
the room, and had to be summoned thence to
reply to Paulsen’s move* And it was very
evident that the study of the former was not ut
all in relation to what Paulsen wowid move,
but in regard to the possible moves and com-
binations, embracing from twelve to twenty
moves, and their twelve times twelve, and
twenty times twenty of possible inter-combina-
ticns.

This whirl of parmutation, with accurate re-
sults in each of thousands of combinations, evi-
dently passes through Merphy's mind in like
manner 88 in Zerash Colburn and other arith-
metical prodigies; addition, subtraction, multi-
plication, and the sguare root, are performed
with the rapidity and accuracy of Mr, Bnbbay--'ﬂ.
machine. 8o that for anyone less gifted in
this peculiar power than Morphy to attempt to
play with him, is like one man at the brike of
a fire-engine, striving to play the same agninst
another worked by steam ; or, more acourately,
for au ordinary adept to endeavor to eount in-
terest with Zerah Colburn, or the negro prodigy
recently announced in Alabama.

This leads us to inquire, what is chess 7 Isita
purely intellectual exercise, affording scope
and improvement and test of the mental facul-
ties? or is it a physico-intellectual exercise, en-
gaging muscular as well as brain work? What
faculties does it eall into exercise ¥ The eye
and fingers, the muscles of the arm, and the
muscles oihe orbit, the peculiar power of sce-

that are in their places as if they were not there,
but elsewhere, and others, or blanks, where
they actually are—a sort of physical reticence
and i.mnri.ﬁui(m acting at one and the same
moment—such is one phase of chess exercise.
Naﬁolc—ou planned his battles on large maps,
with pin-heads indicating the whereabouts of
each corps, division, and even brigade. He
moved the pins about as his thought required,
and thus completed his plan. But your chess-
player must go threugh this preliminary fight
without touching map or pin; he must—most
difficult reticence-—keap rmnds off until he
makes a complete survey of the men and the
fleld ; and when he once touches a man, it must
be moved beyond recall, Thisrequires a stretch
of attention very exhausting, uay, almost im

possible to some minds; it is the faculty which
phrenclogists term “ confinuity,” which is the
n'fs‘ull., for the most part, of training, sometimes
play depends on the lack of this faculty. ' .
I. D, for example, makes the most vigorous
attacks of any of them, but, after the twelfth or
sixteenth move, his attention is exhauvsted, and
some careless move makes him an easy prey to
a less ¥gorous opponent, In his case, this
fuilure in sttention, or contiuuity, is confined to
his chess ;:.’u_!,: ; in businesg, or in |m|;lu- move

ments, in which bhe is decply interested, he is
constant, persistent, and steadfast as a sleuth

hound. This would seem to indicate that his
perceptive facultien are deficient, or are vasily
wearied over the chess board. Ir conlra,
amoung these friends, P. H, R,, the ¢ngraver, i

faculties are trained by his employment, and

ercize,

Another amateur, W. C. I, is a most inter
esting study at the chess-bourd. He has fine per
ceptive fuculties, is a splendid boxer, of quick
strong, combative temperament, and of full

hysical imagination,
Eeaulil'ul combinations we ever saw on the
chess-board ; they seem as brilliast as fire
works ; but he loses almost every game, not

tion, so much as from an incurably mercurial
disposition, which leads him to forsake a sound
move for one apparently more brilliant, but
less safe. This gentleman bought a mare the
other day, which, in twenty four hours, kicked
three wagons to pieces, and threw him out each
time ; of course, instead of getting rid of her,
he is “ bound "' to break her, it will be “ sucha
splendid feat.” I !

From the nature of the faculties which it
calls into play, we regard chess as a physical
as well as intellectual exercise, requiring mus-
cular work as wellas brain work. Cricket, bil
liards, chess, rise from the physico-intellectual

cricket, reverse the order. Lookers-on at crick-
et feel the blood rush, the muscles clench, aud
a “hurra " escaping fram the lips. Lookerson
at billiards tell me that to see Phelan play
affurds the "highest possible physical enjoy-
ment.t Lookers-on at chess feel their muscles

imaginary men, &n
the game i3 done.

development.

very young men—Morphy twenty, and Paulsen
twenty-three or four.

early days.

while under thirty years of age ; while the hu-
man intellect is not at its full development un-
til between the thirty-fifth and forty-fifth year
of the individual. And if chess-playing max-
imum oceurs before the intellectual maximum,
it follows that chess is not a purely intellectual
exercise. Furthermore,a man's force in chess,
like his physical power or force, diminishes af-
ter he is thirty years of age. Yankee Sallivan
at forty three, some eighteen years after he had
gned‘ his physical maximum, was no match
his own equal, twenty-five ; hence the
years told i:%om yer's favor. In like man-
ner, Mr. Stanley, who, at twenty-two, had won
a match against Mr. St. Amant, in New Or-
leans, m.ﬁ:; a third-rate player at forty years
of age; and the real excuse for Mr. Staunton,
in declining to play with Morphy, was, that he
had his maximum chess-playing age
some twenty ago, and could not be ex-
, 80 man, to lmluil himself as if he

ad been a young one. “I will take to my
work, let the young geutleman take to his
on HNg 8 new gonist of first class,
the first game. He then sits by the bonrd,
e e b b s
of bis adversary; in after
the board and piay us soon as he Lus

senme of plemsure from i

out of llurﬂhy, the
| ! up,” hig arm
raised, he swiftly moves ; and, as i&lughl with
then, for & few seconds, thers is a click, click,

, cannister, the clash of

again 8y the hoard, and sees mute for himself |

Surel;, thought we, chess is a question of |

ing the med in their places, and of seeing men | { '
| keen observation are abundantly manifest in

play,” was really a truthful and adequate rea-
son for declining to play; but “ why not say
this before?"” say the critics. DBecause, on
| practicing, as he doubtless did, in private, Mr.
Staunton discovered that his chess skill waa
rdulled to his own apprehension, his chess mus-
cles bad lost their wonted fire and lubricity in
| the gambit. Au reste what a stupid piece of
red republicanism it is, in the midst of the
| nineteenth century, to expect a king, even of
chess, to throw away his crown wittingly, be-
| fore an unknown cavalier, however preuz !

In relation to the higher faculties which it
| calls into exercise, chess affects less the puro
reasoning powers than is usually taken for
granted, Classed as a division of mathematical
study, it belongs to the arithmetical rather than
the trauscendental dcp:irtmem of mathematics H
it is no higher than permutation. All possible
woves of a given number of pieces can be
summed up in an intelligible line of figures
|less than a yard long. The objection, there-
fore, of the great Scotch metaphysician to
| mathemntics, as a menns of mental develop-
went—ihat they lead to only positive results,

that move, and won: per contra, while, in au- | 43 in & grooved track—applies with double forea
other game, we made moves, and then looked | to chess, which calls into exercise one of the
away ; ignored the board until he had moved ; | lower brunches of mathematies only.
unmagnetized, the termination of the game was |

A preat deal bas been said about invention
in reiauon o chess-playing, and a London
newspaper especially lauds the inventive genius
of Mr. Morphy. If our view of his peculiar
power be the correct one, then there is no ie-
ventiou in his play. All the possible combina-
tions of the moves before him appear to his
mind as clearly as K. p. to K. 4 to an ondinary
player; and from what he sees, he selests the
best play. It is about as much invention as is
exercised by a natural arithmetician, in an-
nouncing, in 4 minote, & difficult result in in-
terest for days—no more. Besides, this gentle-
man—the very best of known living cheas-play-
ers——seoms singularly deficient in even the
moderate degree of invention which can be
predicated of chess.  We have the Evans Gam-
bit, the Seoteh Gambit, the Muzio Gambit, &c.,
&e., but we have not yet the Morphy Gambit,
nor is there in print more than one very com-
monplace problem by our modern chess King.

But the problems! Do not they require in-
veution! 11 they do, it is invention of no higher
character, and requiring no greater powers, than
to construct certain figures with a Chinese puz-
zle; and a first-rate problem-compaser is sel-
dom, if ever, a first-class player.

These views of the status of chess-playing
receive confirmation from the fact that first-class
chess-players have saldom, ife\'ur,diﬂinguis'hed
themselves in the higher departments of thought
or invention. Mr. Buckle, the author of “(iy-
ilization in England,” may be adduced as an
exception ; he was, fifteen years ago, among the
most eminent chess-players in Europe; he sud-
denly gave up chess-playing, betook himsell
to study, and his admirable volume is the first
fruits of fifleen years of intense applieation.
Yet, while he betrays an extent of reading
wider than that so pompously anoounced by
Gibbon, and while strong common sense and

his work, there is lacking the bold grasp
and deep insight which we find in Hume and
Sir James Mackintosh, and even in Dumas.
Mr. Buckle lets us into the secret of his short-
comings, moreover, in the following sentence :
* Whoever will take the pains fairly to estimate
the present condition of mental philosophy must
admit that, notwithstanding the influence it has
always exercised over some of the most power
ful minds, and through them over society at
large, there is, nevertheless, no other study which
has been so zealously prosecuted, so long con-
tinued, anid yet remsins so barren of resulis! "
Barren of results! Shades of Locke, Male-
branche, Berkeley, Duogald Stewsrt, Reid,
Brown, Cousin, and Sir Williamm Hamilton !
Of course, Mr, Buckle is an ardent admirer of
duguste Comple, and filteen years of purely
literary labor has not raised him abave the in-
tillatnelJavel nfthachess board, |

is better n-door entertainment than cards,
or dice, or lager-bier ; it has been well said that
it does not lead to gambling., It has the posi

tive merit of improving the tone of manners
and of cultivating the power of attention. In
looking nt Morphy sed Paulsen, in 1857, we

were struck with the evident purty of both

worse his chances appear to be. His perceptive |

rather improve than weary by continuity of ex- |

He makes the most |

from breaking down of his continuity or atten- |

to the intellectuo-physical ; and chess, biiliards, |

twitching, their fingers clasping and moving |
their heads aching when |

McDonnell, Staunton, |
Harrwitz, Stanley, all won their laorels in their |
e The 'best chess-players on record, |
in like manner, had attained their eminence |

Neither presented the
fands, nor pervous
a four-bours sitting would betray
i it nths of our young men of the eity;
they were plainly in perfect physical condition,
and all their faculties were clear and in full

these v e,
bleared

shuking
wh

the only one who plays an even, unflagging | honest exercise. :\Il-i s0 must the d?""“—:ﬂr’ ol
game throughout; indeed, as many have found | “hess keop themselves, or they will inevitably
to their chagrin, plays the better end game, the | 1088 Fank as < ""-*"'_l']“"'"“-

——

From Colburm's New Mouthly.
[HE MIDDLE HOME CELESTIAL.
! Few peraons who can reflest on the highly

interceting and elevating subject of the proba-
ble nees in the creation’of the vast myrinds of

! | heavenly bodies which we see, during our hours

of darkuess, sparkling in the distant firmament
above, and which we know, by the caleulations
| and discoveries of astronowmers, to be uprend

| aver the illimitable vuiverse, can entertain the
| narrow-minded, irrational idea. that ell thosa
| vigible and invisible globes are mere matter,
!lr-l;fii:; i space, u ln:mp!-n_\‘t'd and \.llli.t]]lnb"llp_d‘
| while oar little planet alone has been selected
by the Almighty for the abode of intellectusl
| beings.

This idea is the embodiment of seif-conceit,
vain-glory, and presumption.” For, though we
are 1old in the Scriptures that man is made
“lower than the anpels,” we are nowhere as-
sured that no intellectual beings except man

have ever been imbued with life ; and we have
no warrant to pronounce thut “ these vast lumi-
narics were called into existence for no other
| purpose than to throw a tide of u‘iwle-s.a splendor
‘f}l‘i'r the solitudes of immengity.”* il
Such is not, and has not been, the opinion of
lthe greatest, the wisest, and the best. Man
Christian philosophers and astronomers, as well
as learoed divines, bave declared their belief in
| the theory of the son, moon, and stars, being
each and all inhabited worlds, oz in preps-
| ration to receive inhabitants. “ Faith,” says
one of these philosophers, whose grasp of mind
may well claim infilnence, even for his specula-
tions on this L.Ifljf theme - “ faith associates

Another reason why we regard chess less as | with these bright abodes the fature fortunes of
an intellectual than a physical exereise consists | j;mmortal and regenerated man. It places there
in the fact, that the highest emineoce in chess | {he loved and the lost; it follows them into
is attained before the age of full intellectual | selestial
In our American Chess Cou- | charm of poetry to shed a hale of beauty around
gress, the champions of the champions were | (he mystic scenes, which imagination fails to

bowers ;"'t aund genins brings the

portray :
“ There is a place where spiiits come,
Meneath the shrine o live,

A mysuc place, n middie home,
Which God 10 them doth give.
What morial fancy ean disclose
The seeres of 1heir weird repose ?

It is & guictness more cc?”

Than dendest swoon, eor despest sleep,
A #lumber full of glorious dreams,

Of m agie sounds, and rroken gleams
Ouiside the walls of Heaven.”

Science, in jts loftiést stretch, cannot trav-
erse the “ trackless vacancy” which lies beyond
our earth, intervening between it and the dis-
tant orbs which illumine the vast vault of heaven ;
yet fancy, when uncuntmllal.’_l b}_ lobu' rea-
son, will sometimes dare to wing its flight to
them. Who knows, when its material frame is
sunk in that which we call sleep, whether the
spirit waaders or not, and how, and where ?
Enchanting mugic has been heard, and beauti-
ful objects have been seen, in dreams ; and it
is a vision of strange scenes obtained uinnng a
trance, consequent on extreme illness and de-
bility, that we sre about to relate. *

A lady, still youthful, though not a mere girl,
who was fond of star-gazing, without haviag the
least pretepsions 10 aatre knowledge,
and who was enabled to indulge her taste, as
she lived in a tropical climate, where the clear-
nees of the atmosphere ndthntyofth

was

nights are favorable to i once
seized with a dangerous Mmkmad
headache bafled all the usual ; mus-

tard plasters, blisters, cupping, were all resorted
to in vain, and the poor young woman lay sp-

move
on the Phi-

poges 104—180. Glusg.

* Dr. Chalmers's Astromomical Discosrses,
+ More Werids than One. By Bir Duvid Browster,




